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Tue TIMES says: 


“A little dramatic piece of much beauty, 
in which a mother and a young widow 
are introduced mourning for the son 
and husband fallen in the war. They 
fall asleep and see a vision of Guardian 
Angels, from whom they draw Christian 
consolation.” 
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Ø The scene is a room. A mother 
sits in an arm-chair before the fire, 
and sitting at her feet, with one arm 
flung across her knees, is the wife 
of her dead son. Both are in deep 
mourning, and the young wife has 
been weeping. Near them, but 
invisible, their guardian angels are 
keeping watch. 


THE YOUNG WIFE 
Dear, try and sleep a little, for the night 
Is still, and I am so afraid for you, 
Because you take no rest. 


THE MOTHER 
: How can I rest? 
My boy lies dead upon the battlefield— 
My boy, my boy, the little son I bore 
Just six-and-twenty years ago to-day. 
The only comfort of my widowed years, 
The one dear hope that kept my heart alive, 
The one clear light that made my darkness 
day, 
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Lies in his unmarked grave upon the field 

Where Death and Torture hover hand in. 
hand 

To crush Life’s promise and to still Life’s 
hope. 

How can I rest? I see his darling face 

Turned, helpless, to the unrelenting stars, 

His dear young arms, that once encircled 


me, 

Flung crosswise on the stained and shattered 
earth, 

Before they found and buried him. And 
who 


Will ever know his grave, or mark the spot 
Where his dear body lies? How can I rest? 


THE YOUNG WIFE 


Do you forget that all our grief is one ? 

I loved him too, with other love than yours; 

And all the hope of all my life has gone 

Since I am widowed when but just a wife. 

Wedded at noon ; and in the evening came 
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That sudden call to arms! O God in 
Heaven ! 

For six hours he was mine ; and now he lies 

Under the cold earth, comfortless, alone. 

And all our hopes lie buried with him there ; 

And all our love, that was of no avail 

Against the cruel miracle of Death, 

Has ended like the shattering of a dream. 


Ø She weeps. 


THE MOTHER 


I know; I know! But, dear, he was my 
son— 

Mine from the very moment of his birth. 

Aye, mine before his birth! He was my 
son ! 

I held him at my breast; I watched him 
grow; 

Taught him his baby prayers, and guided him 

Through all the troubles of his early years. 

And as he grew, so grew my pride in him. 

So straight he was, so honourable, free 
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From all the meanness of a little soul. 

And always from the first Life treated him 
As though he were some darling of the gods ; 
So easily he won the lavish gifts 

That others strive in vain to reach. His life 
Was such a happy one ; I sometimes feared 
Too happy! Yet I could not wish him pain; 
And always with my love I shielded him 
And now he lies beyond my power to shield, 
Beyond the reach of all my yearning love, 
Perhaps beyond the knowledge of my grief. 
He was my boy, my son, my very life ! 

If God is Love, how could He take my boy? 


THE YOUNG WIFE 


If God is Love, how can such sorrow be? 

And how can cruelty and hatred win 

To power unrestrained, or wicked lust 

Run riot in the world—if God is Love ? 

Why do they suffer who have done no 
wrong ? 

Why cannot Love prevail against such wrong ? 
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Why is not honour victor over lust, 

And splendid courage over treachery ? 

Why does not God—if He indeed be God !— 
Stoop to prevent such suffering and sin ? 
Oh, how can these things be ? 


THE MOTHER 
I do not know. 
There is but one thing only that I know— 
My boy is dead. 
THE YOUNG WIFE 
And all my hope is dead. 


THE MOTHER 


It grows so late, and yet I cannot sleep. 
But stay beside me, for you comfort me ; 
For that you were so dear to him, you now 
Are doubly dear to me. 
Ø They are silent for a little while, 
the mother gently caressing the young 
wife. For very weariness their eyes 
close at last, and their guardian 
angels draw softly nearer. 
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THE MOTHER 
I heard a sound 
As though an angel’s wings had passed us by ! 


THE YOUNG WIFE 
Perhaps you slept ! 


THE MOTHER 


No, no, I have not slept. 
But softly in the stillness of the night 
There came the sound of wings. Perhaps 
his soul 
Is near us. O my son, my little son! 
@ She leans back with her eyes 
closed, and the young wife, sitting at 
her feet, rests her head against the 
knees of themother. Presently, as their 
guardian angels bend over them, a 
look of peace comes into the faces of 
the two women, and they sleep. 


FIRST GUARDIAN ANGEL 


They too seek God, as every heart must seek 
That suffers. 
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SECOND GUARDIAN ANGEL 


But they cannot learn the truth 
Till Death has set their questing spirits free. 


FIRST GUARDIAN ANGEL 


Not all the truth ; but some foreshadowed 
part 

Lies within reach. Though human eyes may 
not 

Behold the King of kings, nor human ears 

Be tuned to hear Him, yet the soul, that 
hath 

No hampering of human sight or sound, 

May, even upon earth, find God. And thus 
it falls 

That they who truly seek may sometimes see 

The shadow of His purpose, and may catch 

The faint, faint echo of His wise decrees. 

Now, while their tired bodies sleep, their 
souls 

Are free for what we will. Come, let us go! 
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And when they know that all is well with him 

They cherish so, all will be well with them. 
Ø The guardian angels fly away 
into the darkness outside, bearing in 
their arms the spirits of the sleeping 
women. When they pause at last, 
they are far above the earth, and the 
first faint quiver of the coming dawn 
is creeping up the eastern sky. All 
about them countless other spirits 
and guardian angels are moving to 
and from the earth below ; and the 
whole atmosphere is charged with 
that perfect sympathy which has tts 
root in love. And ever there falls 
upon their listening ears—now near, 
now far—that glorious and trium- 
phant song that was first chanted 
when the morning stars sang together, 
and when all the sons of God 
shouted for joy. 


THE MOTHER 


I do not know this place. Where are we 
now? 
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FIRST GUARDIAN ANGEL 


You are in that dim Borderland that lies 

Between earth’s life and all Eternity, 

Which every soul released from earth must 
cross 

Upon its journey back to God. And though 

You may not cross it yet, you here shall 
find 

A wider vision of God’s perfect love 

To comfort you. 


THE YOUNG WIFE 


If God indeed be Love, 
Why does such wanton wickedness abound ? 
Our foes are not the honourable foes 
That erstwhile England fought. By treachery 
They kill; and by such means as were 

devised 

In Hell they seek for cruel victory. 
If Love be greater than all things in earth 
Or Heaven, why can Love not conquer Hate ? 
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And stay the hands of those that work for 
Hate ? 


And by some miracle prevent such wrongs ? 


SECOND GUARDIAN ANGEL 


Not by such miracles as those you mean 

Could wrong be stopped, except at such a 
price 

As would defeat God’s purpose in the world. 

For human beings, robbed of power to choose 

The good or evil upon earth, would be 

The petty playthings of a Deity 

That neither gave nor asked for love—no 
more ! 

If none chose wrong none ever would choose 
right, 

For right would not be right were there no 
wrong. 

And since by man came wrong, it follows too 

That man by his own hands must cast out 
wrong. 

It is for those who see the good to throw 
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Such conscious weight upon the moving scales 

As in the future shall outweigh the ill. 

Then will the wars of nations cease to be; 

For nations but reflect, in wider sort, 

The single lives and the desires of men. 

War is the outcome of men’s choice of 
wrong ; 

But since to His own ends both good and ill 

Are turned by God in His unfailing love, 

He, through the sin of others, gives to some, 

Unsought, their priceless opportunities. 

And in the future, when the kindly earth 

Has taken to itself the body’s dust 

Of those who lived throughout these an- 
guished years, 

Not all the desolation of the war, 

Nor death, nor e’en the horror of such death, 

Nor all the passionate grief and bitter tears 

Which are the earthly pain of sacrifice, 

Will matter, for these things are all of Time. 

But from the wreckage of things temporal 

Will spring the treasures of Eternity— 
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The nobleness of these most precious souls 

Who gave their work, their love, their life— 
for good. 


THE MOTHER 


But what of those who wrought this wicked- 
ness ? 


FIRST GUARDIAN ANGEL 


Their choice on earth is not their final choice. 
When through the fire of their penitence 
They come at last, unselfish, purified, 
Freed from the devils that possessed them, 
each 
Will sometime turn into the narrow way ; 
For God must win all souls to Him at last. 
Hatred is strong, but Love is stronger still, 
As Christ upon the Cross for ever proved. 
Hatred can wound the soul of him who 
hates, 
None other! Look below us to the earth 
And see who wait above the battlefield. 
16 


A Vision of Consolation 


THE MOTHER 
A moving cloud of angels! Who are these? 


FIRST GUARDIAN ANGEL 


They are the guardian angels of men’s souls, 

What if their bodies fall before the foe 

When their dear souls are guarded by God’s 
love? 

And he who wins and he who falls is each 

Called where God needs him most. It is 
not chance ! 

Hear now the upward rush of eager wings | 

The guardian angels of the dead bring back 

Their souls to God—unconquered sons or 
God ! 

See them draw near ; this one a shallow boy 

Till Life upon him thrust her stern, swift 
choice. 

He made his choice, and in an hour of need 

He led his willing men to certain death 

And deathless honour! All his men are here, 
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The rough-and-ready of the human world, 

Grumbling perchance at life, unread, untried, 

With slackened fibre in the easy round 

Of daily habit; now strung all atune 

With that endurance of the nobly true 

That outweighs danger. Not to him who leads 

Is all the glory! But to them as well 

Who see the hope forlorn, the goal unreached, 

And yet obey—and follow! Not in vain 

Their hard-won discipline and strengthened 
will, 

Their cheerful service; courage of such sort 

Blots out the slackness of those easy years ; 

And sacrifice, born of their nation's need, 

Has swept away the dust of the dead past. 

Now in the army of the Sons of God 

Their places wait them ! 


Ø The triumphant song in the 
distance grows louder and more 
triumphant. 


Listen to the song ! 
The joy of all God’s angels measures it. 
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The melody is love ;. the harmonies 

Are comradeship and sympathy and pride— 

That tender pride, half humour, touching 
tears, 

Which oft a mother feels for a brave child. 

So runs the ceaseless welcome-song of all 

The hosts of Heaven! Here is borne the 
soul 

Of one who gave his life to save a life— 

No easy gift! His life was very sweet 

And full of promise. Love of it and, more, 

Of those most dear to him plucked at his 
heart 

And called him—yet he chose the greater love. 

Now, in the home they two together made 

His young wife, waiting, hopes and fears and 
prays ; 

But that same love that would not bid him stay 

When duty called him, will uphold her still, 

And bring her, trusting, to his side again. 

And who can say where courage runs more 
high— 
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In him who goes, or her who bids him go ? 
So will their little son, who cannot know 
His father save in name and deed, unite 
His mother’s courage and his father’s love, 
Bear in his soul their faith, and be a man 
That will lead men ! 


THE MOTHER 
But I, too, had a son ; 
And now he lies upon the battlefield 
In some rough grave, unmarked, untended. 
Why 
Must he have died before he had fulfilled 
The splendid promise of his early years ? 


FIRST GUARDIAN ANGEL 


A child at school, that spends his growing mind 
On tasks too easy, slips the loosened reins 
Of purposeful endeavour, and grows slack. 
And what wise teacher leaves him to such 
tasks ? 
Nor is he turned by pleading or by tears 
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From his true goal—the welfare of the child. 
So with the welfare of the schooling soul. 

A hundred years of happy daily ease 

Had taught him, hardly, but a hundredth part 
Of what is now his soul’s enduring strength. 
Your boy was entered in the School of Life 
But to perfect his lesson and fulfil 

God’s purpose in him here. Now he fulfils 
God’s purpose in Eternity—your boy ! 

And he is still your boy ; your soul and his 
Know one another as before you knew 

Each other’s faces upon earth; for Death 
Can end nor Life, nor Love! Both are of God, 
And both Eternal. 


THE MOTHER 
Yet with all my love 
I could not save his precious human life. 


FIRST GUARDIAN ANGEL 
Because your love is but a little part 
Of God’s Eternal Love—which sees the 


whole; 
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Because his little span of human life 

Is but a tiny fraction of that whole. 

His dear young body was no more himself 
Than were the garments of his childish days, 
Outgrown and cast aside. But through it he 
Has nobly learnt the lesson he was set. 


THE MOTHER 
Life was so easy ere this war began ; 
Faith that the end was good a natural part 
Of our desire that it should be so. 
I felt that God was Love because He made 
My life once more grow happy in the boy’s. 
Now comes this vast upheaval of our lives; 
The landmarks of our souls are swept away ; 
That easy faith in a prevailing good 
Has vanished whence it came ; our very hope 
Hangs, quiv ring, on the borders of despair. 


FIRST GUARDIAN ANGEL 
You cannot with your minds asleep mount 
guard 
Over the sacred treasure of Belief ; 
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Nor go your way, and leave your trust in God 
To follow if it will. You cannot wrest 
The truth from life with vague indifference, 
Nor win great faith with comfortable ease, 
Nor hold conviction with a neutral heart ! 
Now you have lost your comfort and your 
ease ; 
Now, in this anguished waking, you are faced 
With that supreme decision of a life— 
Where is my faith ? What is my true belief? 
The little burden of your daily cares, 
The little pricks, the little human joys, 
The little doubts and dim perplexities, 
Are swept into oblivion ; and your souls, 
Stripped of the shattered make-believes of life, 
Stand at the cross of the dividing ways. 
What is Belief? Not the acceptance now 
Of half-remembered tellings—and no more ; 
Not passive acquiescence, loosely held ; 
Not prayers that spring from habit, lightly 
prayed. 
Nor is it that which dare not try the soul 
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To prove the measure of its faith in deed. 

He has the secret only who can live 

As though Belief were Knowledge, trusting 
God. 

Here, at this parting of the ways, you find 

To hold Love fast then you must fight for 
Love ; 

To hold God fast then you must fight for God. 

Faith were not Faith if knowledge of the end 

Had left no room for Trust. The agony 

Of earthly tribulation is no more 

The vengeance of a stern and angry mind 

Than is the wisdom of that master’s care 

Who sets his pupils what may prove their 
worth. 

No faith is sure till it has stood its test, 

No love till it has served the one beloved, 

And no conviction till it stand alone. 

Who holds aloof upon the borderland 

"Twixt good and evil plays a coward’s part, 

Whether it be in thought or word or deed. 

It must be all or nothing! Make it all! 
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Not by neutrality of heart or mind— 

When such great issues hang upon the fight— 

Can God become the final goal of man. 

God’s purpose runs throughout the darkest 
hour 

As surely as through any summer day : 

If then the end is blessed, the way is blessed ; 

And if the goal be God, no pain on earth 

Is greater than the human heart can bear. 


THE MOTHER 
If we believe our final goal is God 
All sorrow may be borne. Yet some there are 
Whose lives have been as innocent of sin 
As little children’s, yet upon whose hearts 
Have fallen untold suffering and grief ; 
And those who in this war have played no part, 
Yet in its cruel course have met their deaths. 
What is God’s purpose in the undeserved 
And bitter sorrow of the innocent ? 
And what His purpose in their tragic deaths ? 
Such things occur as break the human heart, 
Yet God is silent—and He makes no sign. 
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FIRST GUARDIAN ANGEL 

Was not Christ innocent ? And yet He died 
In anguish on the Cross. Though all His life 
Was one long act of love, they broke His heart 
And left Him. So the innocent who die 
Die not in vain, else Christ had died in vain ; 
But always, by the wise decrees of God, 
Who shapes in love the ends you cannot see, 
Does each fulfil his mission ; even as Christ 
His own fulfilled. Trust God; He cannot 

fail. 

THE MOTHER 

I had not thought of Christ’s own death like 

this. 
I scarce had dared to think what I believed. 


THE YOUNG WIFE 
Nor I, for fear that hope and faith were vain. 


FIRST GUARDIAN ANGEL 
Do you believe that God so loved the world 
That He could send His most Belovéd Son 
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To live those years on earth? Who, when 
His life— 

Even His perfect life—could not convince 

The world that Life was of Eternity, 

Died, that His death throughout all time 
might prove— 

By that supremest sacrifice of all— 

The powerlessness of death to touch the soul. 

Who proved that evil, though it seemed to win 

Even against His goodness and God’s love, 

Was but a victor in the realm of Time 

And had no place in the Eternal truths. 

Do you believe that God so loved the world, 

And goes on loving? Ask your souls; for 
now 

Your lives must prove the measure of your 
faith. 

There is on earth such work for you to do 

As lay beyond you even to attempt 

When earthly happiness alone was yours. 

Do you believe? For only by your faith 

Can this great work be done. 
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THE MOTHER 
I do believe. 


THE YOUNG WIFE 

And also I! The Cross whereon Christ died 
Answers at last the doubts that tortured me. 
For if His Innocence could suffer so 
ThatLove might win its foothold in the world, 
I can believe that God’s Divine intent 
Works now, as then, through human tragedy, 
E’en through such world-wide tragedies as 

these. 
My earthly hope is dead, but a new hope 
Has risen from the ashes of the old ; 
And though but dimly yet I understand, 
I am content to trust and follow Him. 
And God forgive the tears I still must shed 
Out of my human suffering and loss. 


SECOND GUARDIAN ANGEL 
Fear not to weep! The soul that cannotweep— 
The heart that bears unmoved its weight of 
grief— 
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Is farther from the knowledge of God’s love. 
Fear not! Your soul is ready for the task 
That lies before you. Seek and you willfind 
The will of God for you ! 


FIRST GUARDIAN ANGEL 


The new day dawns ; 
And God has need ot you on earth again. 

Ø The two guardian angels once 
more fly earthwards, bearing their 
spirits back to the women who are 
asleep. As the mother opens her 
eyes the first sunbeam creeps in 
through an eastern window. 


THE MOTHER 
Are you awake? I have been far away 
In the vast realm of spirits, where I heard 
Such things as only Love could have revealed 
To hearts that suffer. You were with me there, 
Borne in a dream beyond our human ken. 
Yet I can scarce believe it was a dream, 
So full of comfort is the memory. 
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THE YOUNG WIFE 

Yes, I was there ; and also in my heart 

The comfort lingers, though the dream is 
gone— 

The comfort, and a deep and steadfast faith 

That God’s great love lies underneath our 
pain. 

And, dear, they bade us seek and find such 
work 

As lay beyond us in those happy years : 

What work ? 


THE MOTHER 
To me there seems no work save one 
Which Sorrow and not Joy can best per- 
form. 
Those who have won to Faith through some 
great grief 
Hold in their hands the power—none besides. 


THE YOUNG WIFE 
Tell me. 
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THE MOTHER 
To comfort other hearts that grieve, 
To lighten others’ burdens, and to show 
To others on the rough and darkened way 
The light of Love which only Faith can 
see. 
We see but dimly, yet there may be some 
Who cannot see at all ; and our belief 
In the real message of the Cross of Christ, 
And in the Love that suffered Him to 
die, 
May also bring some little meed of faith 
To those whose sorrow has become despair. 
Our human loss is still our loss; our grief 
Such as will wring our hearts in anguish 
still ; 
But human loss is not the end, as first 
In that dark hour it seemed. Dear, many 
hearts 
Are sorely hurt as ever yours or mine. 
Love will make plain our way to comfort 
these ; 
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And since we too have suffered, they will know 
Our sympathy as earnest of our faith. 
Ø She goes to the window, flinging 
back the shutters and letting a 
stream of sunshine into the room. 
God grant we may be worthy of His trust. 
God grant the love and hope and earnest 
prayer 
Of all who suffer and who turn to Him 
May, in this war of spirit—good and ill— 
Conquer at last the hatred in the world. 
So will the splendid sacrifice of those 
Who died for honour—the heroic love 
Of all who served each other and their King— 
Be such a light upon the road of Life 
That, seeing, we draw nearer to the goal 
Where we shall know that Love is one with 
God, 
And where at last He will make all things 
plain. 


THE END 
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